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T ake heede,my Muſe, what? patroniz'd by none * 
O ben't orebold; caninfants ſtand alone * 


Make haſte unto ſome ſheltring place, or now 

I mvoke the favour of ſome ſmiling brow, 

S tirre not abroad, unleſſe ſome gracious eye 
TT akepitty on thee in thy infancy. 


- Do. + OED goes: a 


ather become a ſilvan Mvſe, and then 
nvolue thy felfe into ſome private den, 
uch times as theſe are not for coulgar notes, / 
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B rought through a ruſticke pipe, but quainter throte:, 
R iper inventions, and the nimbleſt wits, 
I ngenious fancies, ſuch, theſe times befits, 
D ar ſt thou to flirre abroad, upbeld by none © 
G oe, goe and prattle at thy Helicon, 
E ndeawvour for toget Apolloes bayes, 
T ip thou thy ruticke tongue with filver Phraſe, 
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epen thy ſhallow braine, then crouch and ſing 
naer the ſhaddow of ſome ſheltring wing, © 
raW neere, but ſoftly [peake, but not toloud, 
et ſome protetion elſe 7 often voude 


vor ta keohbe theo in orernall nicht 
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E o/t mighty G od, FO that alone canſt ſave, 
6 Azad raife a ſtinking Laz rus from his grave, 


That heal ſi the ſick,ang let ſt the iewede-tide [peake, 
That mal ftthe weakeſt ſtrong, and flrongeſt weake, 
Toto my fainting Senle, dvethouinfaſe © 
Thy Spirit, make my tributary Muſe, 
Pay ſtipend at thy footeitoole, let her be 
No more Apolloes,onely now for thee, 
 Ope thou her ſealed lips, that ſhee may brins 
Thee vlory : teach, O teach her howto ſt v. 
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To: . 
HIS FRIEND 
THE AV THOVR. 


Al Aine would I ſpeake,but yet my tongueti de muſe 
In Rivers, thiriHeſfſe ; and when ſhe hath moſt uſc 

of ſpeech. #rucken dumbe: ſhe's plenteons poore,. 
"And knew ſhee leſſeto ſay, ſhee could ſay more, 
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Shee doth enjoy, and yet ſhee cannot finde 


Beginning, too mnch light hath ſtrucke her blinae ; 
Tcould admire thee Iames, and thonghin truth 

The downy Charatters of blooming youth, 

Searce write thee man, yet if we meaſure yeares 

By vertue, thou a Neſtor wilt appeare. 

For when moſt men doe fill their greedy mawes 

With Eomicke lanzhter, andthe fwentyptunfe” =o 
Of WET others write wonnaing lines, 
Andwill accuſe (though they be worſe) the times, 

Thou —_—_ another courſe, and ſpend ſt thy oyle 


In ſacred objefts, and in holy toyle, 
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Thy Poefye doth neither frowne, nor ſmile, - -- | = 


No fnfull eloquence thywerſe defames, 1 
No (wſtfall ſports,nvor Cupidinean Samer, EE 


There's nor Satyricke,»vor Venereous ſtile, *. 
And muſttheſe workes be hid? andcar' jt-thou 


To givethem tothe mothes, thes to the. Preſſes g= = 
Free them ; from dark eneſſt lames, that; they 12ay be” 
A lizht to others, andacrownetothiee ;: 

Fox ere they ſhall be long obſcur'd,1 i Y 


Like Phoſphorus //c ſher /nthee Da, 
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wy Hy ſhiningworkes (O D ay) doe ſeeme ſo bright, 
 Surcly Thou lt have an everlaſting light ; 
Se 1} theſe thy radient beames breake forth ſo ſoope, ; 
How glorious will thy ſplendor be at noone : 


Tu but thy morning, yet thy Sunne diſplayes 
His beauty, and ſends downe his golden rayes, 


Well(D a v )!le tell thee this, thonghenvy ſpight 
4nd Critickes ſnarle, thou lt never have antght. 
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'The Preface. 


A TOY wanton Lads, that ſpend your winged: time, 
al 41d chant yoar eares, in reading luſtfull rime, 
ol V ho like transform 1 Accon range abort, 
Y And beate thewoods to finde Diana oat, 

If tha you ld have? thenhence: here's no content 

For you, my Muſe ne're knew what Venus meant ; 

ut ſtay 1 may ſubvert your rude conceit ; 

And evucry verſe may progve 4 heavenly plies x 

O that ye were ſuch captives | then yoald be 

Thr.ce happy : ſuch as theſe are onely free, 

Leave, leave your wanton foes ; axd let alone 

Apo! lo ſportin 2z at his Helicon, 

Let Vulcan aeale with Venus, mbate tothee 

 Althouzh ſhee danale Cupids on her knee ? 

Be not chant ed with her wanton charmes, 

Let her not hugze thee in her whoriſh armes, 

But wiſely doe (45 Neptune ata) in ſþ ite 

9/ all, ſpue out the Lady Aphrodite, . 
Come,come fond lad, what wonla't thou faine eſpye, 

CA olorious object far thy wandring eye: 

eAnd 2lut thy ſieht with beauty? would'(t behold 
A wviſage that will make thy Venus cold? 

1f thu be all, Ile give thy eye delight: 

Come fee) that fore that lenaes the Supne his "gh, 
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' Come ſee that face that makes the heavens to ſhine, 
Come ſee that glorious face, that lends thee thine, 
Come and behold that face which ifthou ſee, 

Aright, t will make the earth a heaven to thee; 

Come ſee that gliſtring face from which ariſe 

Sch gloriow beames that dazels Angels eyes, 

What canit have more , but doft thou thinke that ſuch 
A comely viſage will ot let thee touch 2 
Or-aoſt thos thinke a 8n1nxe that ſhines ſo cleare, 
Will ſcorne to let a leſſer Orbe come neere ?- 

No thou miſtat*ſt - ſay, doi# thou truely thir 
For him? I dare avonch hee lov d thee firſt, 

Be not diſmaid, It needes no more aiſpute, 

Come give the zloriows face a kinae ſalute, 
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His flight. his wings I thought were then renewd. 
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eMET AMORPHOSTS. 


- EEE fore all time, when every thing did lye, +, ca... 


WL h VWrapt ina Chars of defogmity, (ſent 
> 1D}, Whenall things nothing were, and could pre. 
ATWH Nocomely frame, no heaven, no element, 


Noecarth, no water, fire orayre alone 

Butall as twere compounded all in one, 

Then witha-word oar Tr/-wpe ove did bring, 
This nothing Chaos into every thing ; 

Yea then our great Jehovah did preſent 

A leverall regtontocachelement, 

Then Time, his hourcs began to meaſure out, 
And he moſt nimbly gariſon'd abour, 

This new created Orbe : he tooke his flight 
And hurried reſtleſſe on both day atid night, 
His motion was ſo quicke, that ſcarce twas ey'd, 
He fortenthouſand worlds wor't ſquint aſide, 
Nor once turne backe his head; by chance I viewd 
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Yea his unwearied feathers did ſo Dar 
Swiftly, as if they nevcr flew before, 
As when the Thrac/a;s from their fnaky bow 
Did make there featherd darts ſo ſwiftly goe, 
That they out ranne all tight, fo time did flic, 
AS it he {trove with winged Mercure 
- Noweapon all this white for his defence. 
_ Hebore, he dealt with none butinnocence. 
And now thoſe foggy miſts that ſo didIye, 
C loyſter'd together from eternity 
Werealldiſperſd; yea now twas very brigh 
- And darkenefſe was nnfetter'd from the light 
Whepnthis was done, our great /ehow4h lent: 
The world(as yerſcarce made)a firmament, 
He feparated waters wondrousSwe!}, | 
Then Seas with ſurging billowes ganneto ſwell, 
_ Andrtoſled to and fro with every wave, 
As ifthe fretfull region would out brave . 
Her owne Creator; they were notcontent. 4 
With their but now appointed regiment, (1-33 
Their watry mountaines did {o oftaſpire  _ 
To Heaven, as if they would be placed higher, | 
Butnow great 7ove lookt on they did not dare. 
Surpaſtc their ſtations, nay, nor once 1mpaire _ 
Theu bounds, he quickly queld their Iluſty prankes, 
And caufd the waves to crouch within their bankes,. 
When he had conquerd this unruly ſtran, 
Within two daycs he crownes Leviathan, 
King ofthe liquid region, and doth give 
Ten thouſand thouſand more with him to hve, 
Then fruitful earth which is the Ocean barres -.._. 
Appcares, and heavens beſpangled all with ſtarres.,. : +: - 
The Sunne begins his beauty to preſent, 
And proudly danceth vp the Orient, 
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The Worldes Metam orphoſis. J 


. Henor his horſes can nolonger {leepe, 


Burt gailop from the orientall deepe, 

He rid ſo faſt that in few houres was ſpide 

All bravcly wraptin his meridian pride, $- 
Bur whenhe clamber'd tothe higheſt brinke, 
Heview'dthe fabricke, then began to finke, 

And all the way as hee did homewards goe, 

He laughed, to ſee {o bravea frame below, 

Stll whipping on his Iades, untill his head 

Was ſafely iaid into his Weſterne bed. 

Silver Luc;n4 as yet did notenter, 

But lay immured within the reeking center, 
Whilſt he had mounted on his flaming ſeate, 

And viewda glorious orbe, wondrous,compleate, 
With that the purple Lady ſtraight prepares, 
Attended with ten thouſand thouſand ſtarres, 
Shee clambers upinthis herr.ch aray, 
And viewesthe goodly building all the way, 
Sweete ſmiles ſhee caſt from her admiring eye, 
Whilſt all her little babes ſtood twinkling by, 
Playing the wantons by their mothers fide, 

As if they were inamour'd with the pride 

Of ſuch a Fabricke: to expreſle their mirth, 

Some ſhotfrom heaven, asthough they'd live on Earth, 
This done, ſweete Phzbe ſoone beganneto drop 
Her borrowed beames into her brothers lap, 

And ever ſince toſee this glorious fight 

One laughesat day ; the other ſmiles at night, 
Andcan you blame them? earthis ſpread with bowres, 
And trees, and proudly deckt with ſundry flowers, 
Sheethat ere while in dunghill Chaos lay, 


Is now with V1 lets purp'ld every day, 
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With ſweeter herbes then ever Ceres had, 
Herfruicfull wombe brings forth moſt dainty cates, 
* Andlovely fruites, theſe arc her comely brattes, 
No ruſticke Plowman now doth take the paines 
To peirce herentrailes, or to {queeze her veines, 
But heaven and ſhee unites, they ſcorneto ſee 
__ Abaſtard weede, difgracetheir pedigree, 
- Shee's overſpread with pinkesand Daffadillies, 
Carnations, Roſes, and the whiteſt Lilies, 
T hoſe fondlings lolling in herarmesdoe lye, | 
Shaking their heads, and in her boſome dye ; 
Theſe in their mothers {ides doe take their reſt, 
_ Till they doe droptheir leaves intoherbreſt, 
And now the little birds doe every day, 
Sit ſinging in the boughs, and chirpe,and play, 
The Pheſant and the Partridge {lowly flye, 
Vndaunted even before the Faulcons eye, 
Now comes Behemoth with his Lordly gate, 
Gazing, asif he ſtood admiring at ' | 
So richa frame, firſt having fixt hisſight 1 
On glorious earth, healwayes tooke delight 
| Inviewing that; and would not fooke on high, 
Nay all the glorious ſpangles of the skye | 
Could not entice him, ever from his birth ; 
He ſpent his time in looking onthe earth. | 
 Allother beaſts their greedy eyes did fling 
On lovely earth, as did their crowned King:: 
Yea now the Lion with the Lambe did goe, 
And knew not whether blood were ſweete or no;. 
The little Kids co fhew their wanton pttde, 
Cane dancing by the loving Tigers fide, | 
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The Hare being minded with the Hounds to play, 

W ould give a ſporting trouch,and ſo away, 

And then returne, being willing tobe found, 

And take his turne to chace the wanton Hound, 

The bufte Mice ſat ſporting all the day, 

Meane whilethe Cart did {mile to ſeethem play. 

The Foxe ſtands ſtill, to ſee the Geele afleepe, 

The harmeleſſe Wolfenow grazeth with the Sheepe, 


Here was no raping, but all beaſts didlye 


As link'd in one, O Heavenly Sympathy ! 

The goodly Paſtures ſpringing from the Clay, 
Did wooe their mouthes to banquet, all the way 
Was ſpread with dainty herbes, and asthey found 
Occa(ton, they would oft ſalute the ground, 
Thoſe uncontrouled creatures then begunne 

To ſport,andalllay basking inthe Sunne, 


| Nocreature was their Lord, gainefaid by none, 


As ifthat Heaven andearth were all their owne.' 
Thus whenthis mighty builder did inrobe 
Himſelfe with night, and C/aos toa globe 
Convert, ofthis he tooke a ſerions view, 

And did as twere createit all anew, 

He made a little Orbe, cald man, the ſame, 
Onely compactedina leſſer frame, 

For what isall thisall, that man in one 

Doth not enjoy. A manthats onely blowne 
With heavens breath, a man that dorh preſent 
Life, Spirit, ſenſe, and every element: 
Yeainthis little world great Tovedid place 

His glorious Image, and this miry face 

Was heavens piQure, twas this face alone 
That ſtill lookt up to his Creators throne, 
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Then God did make(a place tobe admir'd, 
Surely twas heavenit ſelfe had then .conſpir'd, 
To fnde it out, )z garden {ſweetly blowne, 
With pleaſant fruite,and man's exempt from none, 
Ofalltheſe plants, except a middle tree, 

And what can one among a thouſand bee ! 

O glorious place, that God doth now provide 
For durty clay ! the earth 1nall her pride, 

He tramples on : and heav'n that's ſo beſet 
With ſpangles and each gliſtring Chryſoler 
Doth give attendance, yea it ſerves tobe 


A covering for his head, his Canopie. 


Thus man ofheayen and earth is all poſſeſt, 
This ſpan of durt, is Lord of all the reſt, 
Me think's I ſee how all the Creatures bring 


T heir ſeverall Congiesto their new made King, 


Behemoth which erewhile did range about 
Vncheckt, and tofling up his bony ſnowr, 
Feard none : now having caſt his rowling eyes 
Vpon his Lord, ſee how hecrouching lyes, 
Behind a ſbeltring buſh, he ſeemes to be, 
Imploring aide otevery ſpreading tree, 


The Lyon which ere while was 1n his pride, 
 Squintine by chance his gogle-eyes aſide, 


Eſpies his King, he dares not ſtay for haſte, 

Spues out his meare halfe chaw'd,and will nottaſte 
Ofhis intended food 3 but ſneakesaway, 
Countirg his life to be his chiefeſt prey, 

Tt was but now the raven was cſpide, 


Sporting her wings uponthe Tigars hide, 


Butnow,O how her feather'dſayles doe ſoare,. 


As it ſheevowd to touch the earth nomore : Y 
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The Worldes Metamorphoſis. 


See how the Goates doe clamberto the top 
Ofhigheſt mountaines, and the Conies drop 
Lntotheir holes, ſee how the Roebucke flings 
himſelfe, almoſt exchanging legs for wings. 
Why: what's the matter,that ye haſte away, 
Yethat ere while, were ſportingall the day * 
Tellme yee Creatures, ſay, what fearcfull fight 


 Hathput youtothis unexpected flight ? 


Speake, ſpeakethou giddy lambe, wer't not thou ſpide 
Atplay butnow © why then doſt skip afide ? 

What * isit manthat frights you ? can hisface 
Stretch out your legs unto their ſwifteſt pace ? 

Canone looke daunt you all 2 what neede this bee ? 
Are ye not made of C lay, as wellashee ? 

Have ye not one Creator ? are ye not 

His elder Brothers, and the firſt begot ? 

W hy ſtart yethen? is itnot ſtrange to ſee 


One weake-one maketen thouſand ſtrong ones flee © 


But ah 1 neede not aske, Iknow it now, 

You ſpied your makers image in his brow. 

T'wascven ſo indeed, no time to ſtay, 

Your Lord was comming, fit, he ſhould have way. 

And thustheſe Creatures dares notcome in fight ; 
Surely t' was heavens 7dea, cauſd the fright. 

Now {ce how flattering earth doth ſtrive alone 

To pleaſethis Lord; each tree preſents a done, 

See how thefruite hangs with a comely grace, 
And wooes his handsto rent them from their place, 

O how they bow, and would not have him bring 

His hands to them, they bend unto their King, 

But it by chance he will not plucke andtaſte, 

I key breake the boughes,and ſo forgriefe they waſte. 
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The Worldes Metamorpholis. | 


See how the little pinkes when they eſpie 
Their Lord, doe Curtſy as he pafleth by, 
The wanton Dazics ſhake their leavy heads, 
The purple Vilcts ſtartle from their beds, 
The Primroſe {weete and every flowre that growes, 
Beſtrowes his way with odours as he goes; 
Thus did the herbes, the trees, the pleaſant lowres 
Weclcom: their Lord into his Eden bores. 
But all this while, the earth with all herpride, 
Sheenor her ſtore could notaford a bride 
Fitting for man, no, no, tocnd the ſtrife 
The man himſelfe muſt yeeld himſelfc a wife, 
It was not meete for himto be alone. k 
'Thendid our one-in-three ourthree-1n-one 
Caſt liim into a ſleepe, and did divide 
His ribbes,and brought a woman from his fide. 
When this was done, thedevill did entice 
The wife from Gods, unto his Paradice, 
See howthe lying ſerpent maketh choiſc 
Ofthe forbiddentree : atacite voice 
It hath indeede moſt lovely to the eye, | 
Preſents itto her, and ſhee by and by 
- Forſooth muſt taſte: and ſo muſt CYdawtoo. 
What cannot women by entreaties doe ! 
God he intends a wife for mansreliefe, 
Bur oftentimes (ſhce prooves the greateſt gricte, 
Was there bur one forbid ? and muſt ſhee bee 
 Sobaſca wretchto taſte of ſuch atree ? 
Muſt 44am too 2 Ahſechow ſhee pluckes downe 
Her husbands glory, and kickes off his crowne! 
'O ſec how angry God himſelfe comes downe, _ 
' Tocurſetheſe wretches! heayen begins to irowne, 
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The Worldes Metamorphoſis. 
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Alas poore naked ſoules, methinkes I ſee 
Transformed Adam crouch behind a tree, | 
T'is time to runne when once God doth reject him, 
Tis not his leavy armour can protect him, 
Heavenand hell wich all the ſpightthey can 
Strive for revenge againſt this monſter man. 

O how the Creatures frowne, and bend their brow, 
Asifthey all conſpir'd and tooke a vow ._ 
Againſt this caytive, hearke how earth complaines 
That ſhee by manis barrd of mod'rate raines, 
Shces now becomea ſtrumpet, fruitfull ſeedes, 
And dainty flowers, are turn'd to baſtard weedes, 
Diſrob'd ofall her glory, loſt her pride, 
Thecreatures now lie ſtarving by her fide, 

O how ſhee ſ{ighes, and ſendsup hideous cryes, 

To ſee poore cattell fall before her eyes, ' 

For want of foode : they rip their mothers wombe 
For meate, but finding none, doe makttheirtombe, 
Harke how the buls and angry Lyons roare 

. Toheaven, andtell how man decreaſt their ſtore, 
Heare how the little Lambes which yeſterday 
Did honourtotheir King, and gave him way, 

O how they begge for vengeance to come downe 
On man, and diſpoſſeſſe him of his Crowne. 
See,ſee what raping and what cruellthrall 

Is us'd : tis man alone that murdersall, 

The Lion mildere while for want of foode, 

Poth 611 his paunch with unaccuſtom'd blood, 
The wolfe which lately was more apt to keepe 
The tender lambes, now proſecutes the ſheepe, 
Surcly the ravenous beaſts (did not they ſpye 

The glimpſe of heaven within mans putrblind eye,) 


Wouls 
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Would ſtraight devoure him, did not mercy now 
Come downe and {mooth her fathers wrinkled brow : 
T he earth would {corne to bearc him, but divide 
Her felfe, and makethis Dathaz lincke in pride ; | 
The carth-would not indurethe plough to paſſe | 
Into her iron ſides, the heavens as braſle 
Would ſoone become, and both doe what they can 
To ſtarve upthis deformed monſter man. cf 
-See how this Caytite cauleth diſcontent, | 
And raifeth diicord.in each element, | 
How often have 1cene the raging fire 
Vnto the top of higheſt Towres alpire, 
 Andclamber mighty buildings? tisunbound, 
Surely t would burne the fabricketothe ground, 
Did not our God looke from his mercy ſear, 
And make the watry fiſter quell the heate. 
How is the ayre poyſned with miſty togges, ; 
And churliſh vapours ; onely ſuch that clogs 
The Corps with deadly humours, ſuch that brings | 
The Peſtilence, yea ſuch that quickely flings | 
Loathſome diſcaſcs alwayes tipt with death, 
Did not 7ove fanne it with his mighty breath, 
Harke how the impatient ſeas beginne to thunder, 
As ifthey'd rent thcir prifon walls in ſunder ; 
Sce how the mounting waves doe ſwiftly flye 
Toheaven, as ifthey meant totell rhe skye | 
How baſely man hath dealt: O how they roare, 
Beating their foming waves againſt the ſhore, 
Chiding their ſiſter earth that dares to beare 


DS 
Sobaſe a wretch;ſee how the waves doe tcare 


Herbowels,and with all the ſpight they can | 


Strive for ro drowne this wretched Caytife man, | | 
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ASIS29 Thou moſt ola Dove Gas may write 
G) E Thy praiſes,drop thou fromthy ſoaring flight 


& A-quill : come aide my muſe, tor ſhee intends 

| AS To x: ing fuch love no mortall comprehends, 
Guide thou her {tamring tongue, ' and let her be 
Strongly protected in her infancy, 
Then ſhee'lltellhow the King of Kings by birth 
Forſooke his throne, to live.on dunghlll earth, 

, Thenſheele declare how great creating love, 

| Whole ſtarre-bepaved pallaceisabove 

All whoſe attendance is a glorious troope, 

Of glitr'ring cherubs, unto-whom doe ſtoope 

Each glorious Angell, finging himſelfe downe, 

Preſenting at his feete his pearely crowne, 

Tobe his pallace heaven itſelfe's not meete, 

And dunghill earth's too little for his feete ; 

Yetthis great King-creating King did {lice 

Tocarth, and laid his Diadem alide, 

Exc hanging it for thornes, and did untire 


His glorious (elte, and clad himſelicin inmite; key 
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Ar whole appearance finging Angels ſhot 
Like ſtarres trom heaven( newes nere to be forgot ) - 
Yea winged Cherubs from the highe'!t came 


As Heavens Heralds to divulge his fame. 


Hard hearted Egyprs now become a Nurſe, 


All heaven did obcylance but for earth 
(Vogrartcfull ſoile unworthy ofthe birch 
Ofluch a babe) twas readierto intombe 
The dying Lord,.thento afford a roome, 
Proud Sa/em was too hightoentertaine 
Poore cMaries babe,twas kept for Herods traine, 
And Romethat ſeavenhild Citty wastoo greate 
To lodge this Child, tis Cefars royall ſeate, 

T'is Bethlern, little Berblew muſtiuffice 
Tolighten 7sſephs Conforts weary thighes, 
Andthats almoſt too proudto lodge him in, 

No private hou'e, butevena vulgar Inne, 
Andtha're not harbourd inthe choiſeſt roomes, 
No, not ſo well as with the common gfvomes, 
But this (ah moſt unworthy ) worthy gueſts 

Is thruſt (and gladly too) among the beafts, 
He that before was wont totake his reſt, 
Allcoverd in his fathers filken breaſt, 

Is now conſtrained to lay his worthy head, 
Vpon anundeferved ſtrawy bed, 


o 


* Hethat was wontto hearethe pleaſant tones 


Ofſweete- voyc'd Angels, now the _ rones 
Of dolefull cHary, mixt with briniſhteares, 
Theſe onely theſe are harbour'd in his cares, 

The Babeis ſcarcely borne, but ſoughtrodye, 
As yet not learn'd to goe, but forc'dto flye, 

And to avoid the Tetrarchs furious Curſe, 
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_ Chriſts Birth and Paſvon, _ 


He that can make both Heavenand earth ro dread, 
Loe patiently rakes all, and hides his head, 

Yet hce'le rcturne, no, not the bitter wrongs, 

Nor ipightfulluſage, nor the imarting thongs, 

Nor ſharpeſt [courges, no nor blackelt hell, 
Canquenchrhe boundleſle love, nor yetexpeli 

His ſtrong affedtions, let the traitors ſer 

A thorny crowne on's head, and alſo wet 

His glorious face with ſpittle, and deride, 

And ſcourge till blood falls trickling downe his fide, 
Nay though he be conſtrain'd to leave his breath, 
And's dying ſoule is heavy unto death, 
He can'c but ſmile upon his bitter foe, 
And love the traitors whe're they will or no, 
Yct ſee how {ordid man repayethall 

His kindneſle, with an undeſeryed thrall, 

W hil' he (ſad ſoule) lay proſtrate all alone, 
Faſt fixing both his eyes at heavens throne, 

And ſending up ſuch {ighes, as though he'd make 
The weakned yaul:s of heaven and earth to ſhake, 
His ſweate dropt downe like dew,and as he ſtood 
He ſtaind Mount Olives with his Crimſon blood, 
Whilſt all his ſad Diſciples drowſy lye, 

Scarce able to hold up a fluggiſheye, 

Now he's betraid by 1:4as,he that-bore 

The bagge, and was intruſted with the ſtore, 

He that did ſcorne thetrairors name,and cry, 

W ho ſhall betray thee Lord £ Lord ſpeake © is'tI £ 
Yet now an abject Chriſt becomes, to be, 

And thirty pence is valud more then he, 

The bloody ſteward with a treacherous kiſle 


Forlooke his Maſter andeternaliblifſe, | 
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Corifts Birth and Paſſion. 


yr fould the body ofa Lord ſo good 

To ſouldicrs, ſuch as thirſted after blood, 

And then forfeare the Innocent ſhould paſſe 
Vntoucht, was ſtraight accuſed by Caiaphas, 

2 ondemn' d by Pontizs Pilate, to expel! 

The guilt, he waſht his hands, andall was well,” 

O ſee what force weake water hadto quench 

_ Hisſparkling Conſcience,and his flaming lence! 
Alas not Nilzs, no nor 10r4ans flood 
Cancleanſetheſtaines offucha Crimſon blood; 

No tis the ftreames ofa repenting eye 

Tis onely this takes out a ſcarlet dye, 

Thus our 4##reaſtandsarraign'd to dye 

And nothing's to be heard but Crnecrfye : 
Whenthis alarum ſounded tothe hight 

And heav'nand hell conſpired both to fight 
Againſt this Captaine, then his daunted troope 
Forſooke their Lord, each foule began to droope; 
Yetgracious he imparted his renowne 

He wonne the barttell and gave them rhe Crowne, 
Yea he became a curſethatkneyy no ſinne 

_ He wasinrob-d and difinrob*d ag'tn, 

His temples crown'd witit thornes, his glorious face- 
V\ as ſpit upon and beate with all diſgrace _ 
Thatabjedt flaves could ule, and then they cry, 

To blinded Chriſt who beatethee 2 prophecy: 

Ah ſtupid ſoulesas it that piercing ſight 

Thar vizwes all ſecrers in the darkeſt night, 

That tries the thoughts ofevery heart,and ſtares: 
Into each ſoule is now as blind as cheirs ; 

Thus was he baſely us'd, but all'snot done 

The hell invented fury 15 to come, 
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By vulgar ſlavesthe very Sonne of God | 

is falſely ſcourg'dand forc'd to kifſethe rod, 

Yea he whoſe noſtrils able are to caſt | 

Out flame, and burnethe world at every blaſt, 
Whoſe mighty breaths ablefor to fanne. | 
'renthouſand worlds, and pufte out every man 

Like chaffe, and make the flanting world to toſle 

Like waves, is now compeld to beare his croſte;z 
Whereon his body in a vulgar ſtreete 
Hung naked pierc'd with nayles both hands and feecte :: 
The wel! of water, he that gave the firſt 

To all his creatures, now's himſelfea thirſt, 

Yea heto whom allthirſty creatnres call 

For drinke;muſt now drinke vinegar withgall, 

They pierc'd his fide fromWhence came watry blood; 
More ſoveraigne farre thenall Berheſda's tiood, 
Theſe tyrants thus (though to themſelves denide) 
Did make a way to heaventhrough his fide, 

Alas my muſe for {ighes canſcarce prolong - 

The fatall tuning of ſo dire a ſong, at 

To ſee heaven; taire 1deaſeemeſo foule 

Sobbing and {ighing out hisburdned ſoule, / 
Thoſe eyes which now ſecme dim, were once ſo bright, 
From hence it was that Phevus begd his light, 
Thoſearmes which now hang weake did fromtheir birth 


- Support the tottring vaults of heavenand earth, 


That tongue that now lyes ſpeechleſfle in his head, 
A word of that would ſoone revivethe dead, 
Onetouch of thoſe Pale fingers would ſuffice 

To heale the {icke and makethe dead manrile : 
Thoſe legges which now are peircd by abjeR ſlaves 


were kindly entertain amongſt the waves - 
C3 The 
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18  Chriſts Berth and Paſvon. | 
The coate whoſe warmth did pive his fides reliefe 
The hem, the very hem could.cure a griefe ; 

— Butnow ſtrengths weake,th'omniporent'sa crying 

For aid, healrh'sficke and life itlelfe's a dying, 
His head hangs arooping and his eyes are fixt, 
His weakned armes growne pale,the ſunne's eclipſt 
(Oboundlefle love, thus thusthou didſt expoſe 
Thy ſclfe to damned paines to fave thy foes ) 
Hell tought againſt him, heaven began to frowne 
 Andjuſtice ſoone jent vengeance poliing downe, 
Who clad with fury,being angry ſhakes 
Herugly head whole haire doth nurture ſnakes, 
Sheelayes about her greedy of her prey 
Quencheth h: r thirſt with blood and ſoaway, 
And mercy nowliescover'din acloud 
And will not heare although his ſigbes arc loud 
(Although his cries are ſuch that cauſe a ſtone 
To heare, yet {inne makes heav'n forget her owne) 
Heav'nfrownes as if ſhee had herowne forgot, | 
Mercy lookes off as if [hee knew him not, 
He ſuffred paines that hell it ſelfe deviſd, 
So much, that juſtice cride I am ſuffic'd : j 
His rortures were ſo high, fo great,ſo ſore, | 
That hell cride out: I caninflict no more : 
V\ hich done the heavens cloſd up their lamping light 
And turn'd the day into a diſmall night; : 
Bright Phwbws vaild his face and would not ſee, 
WormesaGors of fo bloody treachery : 
And quivering earth her wonted rigour Jackt 
And firaight ſtood trembling at ſo dire a act : 
i Theburi'd Saints aroſe to ſee betw:xr 
Two dusky clouds, their glorious Sunne eclipſt ; 
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Thus heav'nitſelfe with the terreſtriall By 


bri(ts Birth and Paſbion, Mi 


It 
Doth joyne to celebrate his funeral : 
The Landlord ofthe globe who firſt did raiſe 
Earths fabricke, wasa tenant for three dayes; 
But when once Chriſt did ceaſe tobeturmoyld 
Heavenand he was gladly reconcil'd, 
Mercy came dancing from the angry denne- 
Toſt off her cloudy mantle,{mild againe, 


Pearch'd on her brighteſtthrone, and makes a vow 


To ſmooth the wrinckled furrowes of -her brow : 
And prim fac'd yengeance ſhee thats onely fed 
With poyſon, dares norſ{hew her fnaky head 
For feare -: all angers baniſhtcleane away, 
Sterne juſtice now hath nota word tofſay, 
And now the Fathers anger being done 
Double imbraces entertaine the Sonne : 

As whena tender mnther foinctime beates 
Her wanton boy for his unruly feates 

Shee wipes hisblubberd face and by and by 
Preſentsa thoufand gugoyesto hiseye, 
Sheeangry with her ſelfe beginnesto ſeeke 


His former love tearestrickling downeherchecke, 


Quickly forgetting what was done amiſle, 

Ending her anger 1na lovely kifle,. 

Doubtlefle her fondling bnrnes the rodandthen. 
Come peace my babe kiſſe and be friends agen. 
Iuſtſo when God inflited on his Sonne 

His bittreft wrath,the anger being done 

O then how ſoone hedoubled his renowne ?. 
Adorn'd his.Temple witha richer Crowne ? 
Angry withthoſethat would not heare his moane 
Ready to fling gnim vengeance from his throne, 
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20 Chrifts Birth and Paſvion, . | 
4 _Andchidewithmercy ſhee that once did runne 
To hide her ſelfe from this his dying Sonne, 
And forthis fact would ſurely overthrow .: | 
Thefabricke, did not Luſtice hold the blow. - 31 
Thus heavenawas friends againe, but ſordidman ; 
Poore mortall duſt whoſe dayes are but aſpan; :. | 
_ ___  Dothſtriveagainit his God, like dogges that ftorme | 
3 And barke and brawle and fome at Phwbes horne : | : 
4 Ah Lord, why.are they ſo extreame to thee ? ; 
W hat is the catiſe thou madft their blindmen ſee * 
Or why didſt thou their fury thus inrage* 
Becauſe thou didſt revive their dead mens age? ' . 
Me thinkes tis ſtrange good God thou ſhouldſt enflam 
Their anger by reſtoringlegges too lame. 
How is it Lord thouſowedtſt glorious ſeedes 
And loea harveſt all compact of weedes * | | 
Thougaveſt them life, and ſpentſt thy deareſt breath 
Forthem,and now thouart repaid with death : 
Whatgriefe was erelikethine'? would notthy mone 
Quickly diflolve an adamantine {tone'? 
Wold not thoſe fighs({which could notpeircetheireares) 
Have tutnda rocke.into a ſea of teares 2 
Would not thoſe wrongsrhou bor'ſt without reliete, 
Make every cave,to ccho outthy gtiefe ?-- 
Forgreedy Lionsaremore kind thenmen, 
They entertaind thy limbe within their denne 
Forget their wonted humours and became 
 Ascarefull ſhepherdes to thy tender Lambe, 
The croking raven, ſhee whoſe natures wilde 
Became atendernurſeuntothy Chile, 
Andto obey thy voice the ſtony rocke 
Becamea ſpringing fountaipeto thy flocke, Y [/þ 
ca 


VPIIE - R a to 


is. 5. am —_ P 
- & s _ 


Yor” SECIS Co 


& 


, \ d 3 
" 
WC G l » - 


j 
b 
Omer OT OTC IE oe er Er om — — 


brifls Birth and Paſſion, 


— 


RN? 
"2 ee ee ws ns So 


———_— ——_—_—__ 


Cee ee et. ee th, 


Yea rather thenthy babes ſhall live inthrall, 

T he very ſea itſ{elfe provides a wall, 

| The flames forget their force, through thy conſtraint 

| Loſe heate and know not how to burne a Saint, 

; Yea when thy ſouldiers wanted day to fight, 

| The Sun ſtood ſtill and lent them longer light - 

When boiſtrous ſeasdid thew their luſty prancks, 

Scorning to be impriſon'd in their banckes, 

And with their billowes vaulted up ſo high, 

As ifthey meant to ſcale the ſtarry sky, 
And boundleſle Boreas from his frozen Cave 

| Ruſht out and proudly challeng'd every wave, 

| One nod of thine did quell thoſe ſeas agen, 

| And ſent proud Boreas to his ſullendenne : 

| Thusthou the ſenſelefle creatures oft did'ſt checke, 

| And mad | the proudeſt pliant tothy becke, 

| For devils trembled and that breath ofthine 

| Made them ſeeke ſhelter ina heard of ſwine, 
They knew thy greatnefſe and confeſt thy name. 
Hell ſent forth Hexaulds to divulge thy fame 
But man(Lord whats he made of ?,) ſtupid ſoule 
Is now more greedy then the raping foule : 
Harder then flint, his nature.is ſo grimme, 
That queſtionleſſethe Lyon chang'd with him - 
Hotterthenflame, more boyſtrous thenthe winde, 
More fierce then waves, and hels not more unkinde. 
Yet thou (O.matchlefle love) didſt undergoe 
Anundelerved curſe to ſave thy foe : 
Yeaguiltleſſe thou becanſe thou would'ſt ſuffice 
For guilty man, becom' a Sacrifice. 

* Thou Grand Phyſitian for thy patients good 
Didft. mixe thy Phyſicke with _ dearcſt blood ; 


Man 
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Chriſts Birth and Paſton 


. A mountaineforto part my Love andI1. 


Man from the ſweeteſt flower did ſucke his gricfe 
But thou from venome did(t extract reliefe, 

From pleaſures /mbecke man diſti}d his paine 
Thou out of ſorrow pleaſure drawd againe, 
Sweete Eden was the garden where there grew 
Such fugred flowers, yet there our poyſon blew, 


- Sad Gethſeman the arbour where waspluckt, 


Though bitter herbes, yetthence was hony ſuck: 
Sohavel ſeene the bulice Beeto feed, 

Extracting honey fromthe ſowreſt weed, 

V\ hilſt Spiders wanaring through a pleaſant bowre 


| Sucke deadly poyſon from the ſweeteſt flower, 


Thus, thus ſweete Chriſt, thy ſicknefſe was our health, 
Thy death, our life, thy poverty our wealth, 

Thy gricfe our mirth, our freedome was thy thrall, 
Thusthou by being conquerd conquereſt all. 
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CANT. 8.7, 
Much water cannot quench love, neither can the floods 
drowne it» 


O How my heart is raviſht! thoughts aſpire _ 
Tothinke onthee my Chriſt - my zeales on fire, 


' What ſhall I doe my love? me thinkes mine eyes 


Behold thee ſtill, yet ſtill I Tantalize; 

Ten thouſand lets ſtandarm'dand all agree, 
Conſpiringhow topart my loveand me. 
Preſumption like 0/y»p- ſcales the skye, 


Deſpair 


_——— 


Chriſts Birth and Paſsi0n, 


Deſ) paire preſents a oulfe, agreedy orave. 
' Much like the jawes of the infernall Cave - 
Bur what ofthis ? though hils are nere fo high 


W hoſe ſunne- confronting tops upbraide the skye 
Hetrample o'ce, and make them know tis meete 


| Their proudeſt heads ſhould ſtoope and kifle my feete : 
Ile ftride o're cares deeper then Neptunes well, 

W hoſe threatning jawes doe yawne as wide as hell : 
Although the ſeaboyles in her angry tides 

| And watry mountaines knocke at Heavens {1des, 

f Though every puffe of Neptunes angry breath 

Should raiſe a wave and every wave a death, 

Lc ſcorne his threates ſhould ſtop my courſe, or quell 
My pace, though every death preſents a hell: 

| _ Yealleadventure through thoſe ſwelling ſtormes 

| Whoſecbillowes ſeemes toquench great Phwbes hornes, 
Mountaines ſhall be as molchilles, every wave 

| Toſt inthe fretfullregion, ſhall outbrave 

No morethen ſtreames that ſhew their wanton pranckes, 
Gliding along by Thames his petty banckes; 

But grant that ſeas (bould ſwell,and tofling tides 

With ſtormes ſhould cruſh my waving veſlels fides: 
Suppoſe for footemen mountaines are too ſteepe, 

Each hill too high, and every cave too deepe : 

Suppolc all carth conſpire to ſtop: care * 

My faith will lend me wings and then Ile fly : 

O how Ile laugh to ſee that mountingclay : 

O how ile ſmile at that that opt my way * 

O how Iaughtoſeethe Oceanitraine 

Her banckes torto oppoſe andallin vaine ! 

Andcan you blame me? when I'me once aboye 


le care tor none, fornone but thoumy Love. 
D z Thou 
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24 Mans naturall inability. 
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Thou art my path: I ſhall not goe awry: 
My fight ſhall never faile : thou art my eye : 
' Thou art my clothing: I ſhan't naked be : 
I am no bondman : thouhaſt made me free ; 
I am not pin'd with {ickenefle: thouart health - 
Iam no-whit unpoveriſhr, thou art wealth, 
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Mans natarall infirmaty. 


VV Hat meanes my God 2 why doſt preſerit to me. 
Such glorious objects © cana blind man ſee ? 
Why doſtthou call? why doſt thou becken ſo 2 
'Wouldſt have me come? Lord cana Cripple go? 
Or why doſt thou expect thatIT ſhould raiſe 
Thy glorywith my voice:thedumbe can't praiſe. 
Vnſcale my duskye eyes, thenlle expreſſe 
Thy glorious objects ſtrong attractiveneſſe : 
Dip thou my limbes1n thy Betheſaaes lake, 
Tleſcorne my earthly crutches, Ile forſake 
My ſelfe: touch thou my tongue and then Ile ſing 
AncALlllzjah to my glorious King. 
Raiſe mefrom this my grave,then I ſhall be: 
Alive, and le beſtow my lite on thee. 
. Till thou Z4a4-like doſt overſpread * 

My limbs, 'me blind, l'melame,I'me dumbe,I'me dead: 


———_— 
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© The Melancholicke Soules comfort, 


That I had a ſweete melodious yoice ! 
Othat I could obtainethe chicfeſt choice 
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Thy well-reſounding harpe, that I may ſend 

Some praiſes to my-God : I know not how 

To pay by ſongs my heart-refolved vow - 

How ſhall I ſing good God ? thondoſt afford 

Tenthouſand mercies, trebled ſongs O Lord 

Cannot requite thee | O that I could pay 

With lifetime ſongs the mercies of one day ! 

I oft beginne to (ing, and then before 

My ſongs halfe finiſht, God gives ſenſe for more. 
Alas poore ſoule art puzzeld*canſt not brins 
Thy God ſome honour though thou ſtriveto ſing ? 
The Cauſe is ths, thow art become his debter. © 
Heele make thee play-on muſicke that js bettty, 

I Cannot play, my ſobsdoe ſtop my courſe, 

My grones doe make my muficke ſound the worſe. 

What nought but grones? ah ſhall th* Almighties eares 

Be fildwith ſighes all vſherd in with teares ? 

T this is »ſicke: ſuchatune prolongs 

Godslove, and makes him liſten to thy ſongs: 

Tis this that makes his raviſht ſoule draw nigher, 

Tis this outſtrips the Thracian with his Lyre, 

Tis this 7»chantsthy God, tis this alone (tone: 

That arags thy ſpouſe from heavento hearethy 

Nobetter Muſicke then thy ſobs and cries, 

If not a Davids harpe, get Peters eyes. 
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The Soule in lorve with Chriſt 


VVEHt though my Love doth veate appeare ? 
» *.. ?_ And makes 4#r0ra bluſh to ſee her? 
5 Though 


--- 
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26 The Soulein Love with Chriſt, 


Though zatare paints her cheekes with red 
And makes proud Yer hide het head 2 | 
What though her crimf{onlips ſo mute | 
Doc alwayes wove a new ſalute, oo 
\Whatthough her wanton eyes doe ſhine 
Like gliſtring ſtarresand 4aze/! mine * 
Ts Chriſt alone, 
$hall be my owne, | | 
Te him I will embrace, 
Tx heſhall be 
eA Spouſe to me, 
= eAllbeanty's in hu face. | 
' What though the earth for me prepares | 
A preſent from her golden Luarres, 
And braggeth of her earely gaines, 
Exhauſted from her filyer vaines ? 
Whatthough ſhce ſhew her painted brates 
And bids me ſmell her Yolates ? 
And deckes her ſelfe in ſpring attire, 
To make my raviſht ſoule admire ? 
- 7 ct all thy (hant 
My Souleinchant | 
1le ſmile to ſee her priae 
Iknow where lies 4 
A better prize 
For Chriſt hath broch'd hs ſide. . 
What though the world dothmeinvite 
_ Anddaily play the Paraſites 
Orwith hergilded tales intice 
Me, ioa ſeeming Paradiſe ? 
And paznts her faceand all day long' 
ts breathing out a Syrexs ſong 7 
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le in Love With C briſh, 
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And ſhewes her pompe, and then in fine 
Tells me, that ſhee and hers are mine ? 

Tet none of thes, 

Shalibemy bliſſe, 

Ile ſcorne the painted whore 

Twill aeride 

Her and her pride 

For Chriit w this and more, 

W hat though infinuating pleaſure, - 
Preferres me to her chiefeſt treaſure 
And every day; and every night 
Doth feeae me'with a new delight 
And ſlumbers me with lullaby 
Dandling me on her whor:ſh thigh te 
What though with her ſublimepretences 
Shee ſtrives !*impriſon all my ſenſes ? 
Yu fheeſhant be. 
eA trap rome © 
Her freedome & but thrall, . 

Her greateit coy 
Will but annoy, 
Till Chrift doth ſweeten all, 

Or what though profit with her Charmes 
Graſping the wor 1d within her armes 
Vnlades herſclte? and bids me ſce 
W hat paines':reetakes;and all for me 
And theninvites me to her bower 
Filling my coffcrs every houre ? 

W hatthough ſhee thus inlarge my ſtore 


4 


With' every day a :houſard more 2 


Tet let her packe 
Ana tirne her backe, 
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28 The Soule in Love with Chriſt. 
Hey pureſt gold's but drefſe ; 
Her greateſt paines 
Produce no gaines 
Till Chriſt come all is loſſes, 
Orwhzt though Fortune ſhould preſent | 
Herhigh Olympicke regiment. Pp 
 Andnever my Ambition checke, V 
But ſtill be p/zant to my becke 2 
 Whatthoughſhe lends me wings to flie 
'Vnto the top of Dignity, | 
And make proud Mozarches withiher wheele 
' PF ncrowne their heads to Crowne my heele, | 
{ He not depend / 
- _Onſuchafriend, 
Tis Chriſt is all my ſtay: 
Shee can revoke 
The higheſt ſpoke, | 
Her wheeles turnd eutry day. 
Let none of theſe inme take place: 
Fond Yen hatha Yulcans face : 
And ſotill heaven bepleaſd to ſmile = 
Poore earth ſits barrenall the while : 
The worldthats apt to winne a foole 
It is my burden, not my ſtoole: . 
'  Norpleaſure ſhall enchant my mind, 
Shees ſmooth before, but Zing; behind ; 
Iwill diſdaine . 
Their zreateſt gaine, 
Andfortun's but a feather, 
Tis none of theſe : 
Can give me eaſe, 


But Chrif's the ſane for evers 
Ek £4 Lora 
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Lord why hideft thou thy face from me, 
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Lord why hide(t thou thy face from me. 


VV Hat drowſie weather's this 2 the angry skies 
Doe threaten ſtormes,and heayv'n it ſelfe denies 
Her lovely vifage,ah theſe darkned dayes 
Doe make my vitals drowſte,and decayes 
— Myloules delight - good God can I controule 
Or drive theſe penſive humours from my ſoule z 
Ahnol can't my lively ſpirits keepe, 
: Such drowfie weather's fit for nought but ſleepe. 
O thou eternall light that haſt the ſway 
| In 7Zoves broad wals,thouſcepter of the day, (eye, 
Thou heay'ns bright torch, thougliftring worlds brighr 
Why doſt thou hide and ſo obſcurely lye ? | 
Come wrap thy ſelfec in thy compleateattire, 
Shew forth thy glory,make my ſfoule admire 
Thy ſplendor,come and doe no longer ſtay - 
But with thy glorious beames beſirow my way, 
Extirpe theſe foggy miſ#s from out mine eyes, 
That I may plainly ſee where heaven lyes. 
Thenlle awake,ſweete Chriſt,doe thoudiſplay 
Thy z2littering beames,ſend out a Summers day, 
Tle rub my ſlumbring eyes,O then Ile roame 
A life-time journey from my native home : 
The ſoule will ſleepe and can't hola np her eyes 
F niill the ſunne of riehteouſneſſe ariſe. 


E Chriſts 


/ 
” E 
_ \ SH etna a; A CS 


DO TOS OOO 9" ER . F E - #7 « 4 i bs 
, ' > eaten ce ee el. — 
"—_ "a ER At. ow . 
woke 1 CS LEES iow cane. gs * oe nk, na "Wcatie wy Haas Aut BAY ev. MP 


_ 


Sm — —— TT ne ae. eee an... — RO 


C Cri Refurefton. | * 


op OL Chriſt Refs urrecmion, 


Cone Riſe ſe my "oth thy Maſter's riſen, 
Why flug | thou in thy 2 TYAaVvest e 


 Doſt = cf not - © he brokethe priſon 2 
: Thou art no more a 1laye, 


He owlcd of the ſealed ſtone 
That once ſo pondrouslay, 
And leftthe watchmenall alone 


And brayely {capt away. 


When fleſh,the world,and Satantoo 
Wont ſnfterthce to quatch, 
Learne of thy aſter what to doe 
And cozenal: the watch. 


Let not theſeclogging earthly things 
Make thee (poore ſoule) forſake him, 
Goe ,ask of Fairh,ſhele lend thee wines, 


H ately, and overtake hin, 


But harke my ſou/c,\'le tellthee where. 
Thy after fits initate: 

Goe knocke at heavens dore,for there - 
Heentred in of Jate. 


If Peter now had keptthe key 
Thou mightit get in with eaſe, 
But 7#ſtice onely beares the ſway 


And lets in whom ſhee pleaſe, : 
Shee's \Þ 


b 
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Santtficate 


Shee's wondrous ſterne and ſuffers not 
A paſlengerto enter, 

W ithout thy Maſters ticket got 

Thou mayſt not touch her Cexter, 


But come my ſoule,letmeadvile, 
What needit thou to implore 

The Sarnts foraydetl know where lies 
For thee a private doore. 


Doſt not remember ſince the pride 

Of baſe perfidious men 

Did thruſt thy Maſterthrough the ſide 
(Wert not thou wounded then. ) ; 


When 7«/ticeis ſo ſterne that thou 


Vntoa ſtraight art driven, 
(ComehearkeandT will tell thee now?) 


Creepe through that wound to heaven. 
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Oo My heaad,alas my bones, 
O my wounded joynts doe ſmart, 
Fleſh ere while as hard as ſtones, 


Now it akes in every part : 
Lord 'tis thy Art. 


Allthy 1#4zements could not ſcarce 
Me,nor make my ſoule to fly, 
Now one an27y looke can reare 
Me,and make me penſive lye 


In miſery. 
E2 


Lord 
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_ Sanflificat. 


me 


Lord there where I tooke my riſe, 
There did [ beginto reele, 
Surfettedin Paradiſe, 

And there I got a bruiſed heele, 
Ea Which now I feele, 


Surcly my diſcale was great, 
Sicke, and yet I feltno paize; 
Hungry,yet I could not cate : 
Sore,yet could Inot complarne : 

Yet all was gaine.. 


* 
ET 


For, good God, thy care was ſuch 
Thatthougaveſt me much reliefe, 
___Yeathoulendedſt mea Crutch, 
And didſt make me know my griete : 
| Lord thou art chicfe;. 


Thouhaſt made the rocketo weepe 
And my ſtony heart to groane, 
Thou haſt rais'd me from my fleepe, 
And doſt ſmile to heare my tone; 
And lov'it my mone. | 


But what need'ſt thoulend a crutch, 

Thou canſt make me perfect whole ? - 

Thoucanſt heale mewith a ?ovch, 

By this thou know'ſt a woman ſtole, 
Cure for her dole.. 


WhenleaveI this halting pace 2 
op ſhall I moſt perfect | b 
When thou ſhalt my eliſtring face, ND 

Inthe land of glory ſee. jad ; / 


Loxd periect me, - 1 


A Meditation on a mans ſhadow. 
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A Meditation on a Mans ſhadow. 


VV Henas the Suzne flingsdowne his richeſt rayes, 
_Y. Y. Andwith his ſhining beames adornes my wayes., 
See how my ſhaauw trackes me where 1pgoe, 

I fop, that ſtops; I walke, and thatdoth(o : 

I ranne with winged flight, and ſtill T ſpyc 

My waiting /hadow runne as faſt as 1, 

But when a ſable cloud doth diſaray 

The Sunne, and robs me of my ſmiling day : 

My /hadow leaves me behpelefſs; all alone, 

And when I moſt neede comfort I have none : 

Tuft ſo t is; let him that hath the hight 

Of outward pompe, expect a noiſe p) 

If thou art great, thy ho-ours will draw nigh : 

T heſeare the ſhadowes to proſperity - 

_ O how the wor/dlings make purſuite tothee, 

With cap in hand and with a bended knee : 

But if a;/a#trows fate ſhould come betwixt \ 
Thee and thy Sunne, thy ſplendor's all eclipſt - | 
Thy friends forſake thee, and thy ſhadow's .gone.,!. 

And thou(poore ſunne-lefſethou) artleftalone, 

This is thy Sow/es eſtate,the worldly gaine 

And greateſt pompe, in ſtormy timesare yaine: - 

They are but /hadowes whendiſtreſſecomes nigh, 

They areas nothing toa faithfull eye. k 

Yer here's my comfort Lord, ifI can fee 

My jtadow, I muſt needesa ſubſtance be. 

0.let me not with worldly ſhadowes clogge 


Hy ſeife, grant me more wit 5 kn 
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A Meditation on Childrens raſhneſſe. 
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To findetheir feete : to give their brats content, 


4 Meditation on Childrens raſhneſſe, 


Hen Mothers are-defirous for toplay 


The wantons with their babes, and ſhew the way 


T hey waggetheir ſporting fingers,and preſent 
A penny inthe forehead, orſome pap, 

To winthe Children tothe Mothers lap : 

How ſoone will they their little grifſels ſtretch, 


 Andrunne apace, aſpiring for to fetch 


T hispetty object ? never caring though 
Their way be full of ſtumbling blockes below : 
T hou art that 40ther Lord, thou uſeſt charmes, 


And till art dandling, Chriſt within thine armes 


Preſents moſt glorious objectsto our eyes, 

And ſhewes us where thy choiſceſt mercies lies; 

Why then are weſo backward ? why ſo flow ? . 
Or why ſo lothintothy armes to goe 

Small molehils ſeemeas mountaines in our way, 


 Andevery light afflition makes us ſtay : 


Why ſhould we ſtopat petty trawes below 
Make us thy Children Lord we ſhantdoe ſo. 
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A Meditation on a good Father having a bad $ one. 


Verk#: of late was minded to diſpute 
Ofthis, Atree thats good brings forth good fruite. 
Hence he concludes ſuch parents that have bin ' 
Converted,bring forth children void of finne. 


Peace 


» 
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A Meditation on aWeathercocke. 


Peace 2uerkmns peace, and hold thy tongue for ſhame 
Doſt not perceive that thy conclufion's lame ? 

May not a graine thats free from chaffe andcleare 

Cait in theground,bring forth a chaffy care... 


— 
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A Meditation on a Weathercocke., 


Ee how the trembling Weathercocke can find 
Noe ſetled place, but turnes with every wind, 
If d/uſtring Zephyr blowes and gives a checke, 
How ſoon's this cocke made pliant to his becke, 
If Boreas getsthe day,twill change its fide, 
And turne inſpite of bragging Zephyrs pride : 
Thus temporizers turne at every puffe, | 
And yet forſooth they thinkethey*re good enough, 
If ſtand, they ſtand : if hethat ſeemes'to be 
The greateſt turne, they turne as faſt as he, 
{ wonderat ſiich wav'ring feathers, did [ 
So oftenturne t'would make me wondrous giddy. 
Lordlet that wind that blowes upon thy flocke, 
Turne me,and make me Lord thy weathercocke, 
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A Meditation 0n.C ockfiobting. 
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0 Ee how thoſe angry creatures diſagree, 
VV hilitthe ſpeRators fit and laugh to/lce.” 


Doe not two neighbours often doe the ſame, 
FW hilft that the Lawyers laugh to ſee the game? 


36 A Meditation on an Echo and a Pifture. 
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4 Meditation on an Echy and a Pifture, 


OEchow Ape/es with his curious art, 

. DFI Porrtrates the picture out inevery part: E: 
1thecangive'tat9yce, no doubt he can 
Compleatly makerthe ſhapea living man - 

Surely his worke would to his praiſe redound, 

Could hebutgivetheſhape he made, a /ouz4 : 

W hat wants the Echo ofa living creature 

But Shape*/and what bur voice this comely feature © 

Yet both can't meete tozether-: Goa alone, 

Will have thy ſecret CArt to be hg owne. 
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A Meditation on Noahs Do-ve, 


_ | LY, - * Sir God the floods from lands did undivide 

3 * V And madetheskyeaſpiring mountaines hide, 
When heaven raind (eas, and fountaines were unbound, 
Andall mankind except eightſ{oules were drownd ; 
Then did /oves Pilot Noah make an Arke 

And thruſt this little world intoa barke : 

| Yea then heſenta Doveto range about 
The Floods, to anſwer his uncertaine doubt-: 
© how ſhee wanders up and downe the Seas, 
Fluttring her weary wings but findesno eaſe ! 
Shee ſees no food, no reſting place,no parke, 
But ſoone returnes into her wiſhed Arke. 
Obſerve how tender Noah, full of Love, 
Opensthe window to this weary Dove. 


Puts 


A Meauation on Noahs Dove. 
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Puts forth his hands to meete her, takes her in, 

But by and by ſhee futters out agin - | 

Shee findes an 0/:ve leafe, and that ſhee brings 

Berweene her bill, hov ring her tyred wings 

Vponthe Atke : ſtill Noah isthe ſame, ; 

Lets in his wandring Dove thats how made tame 

With reſtlefſe flight ; once more ſhee gets away, 

And now ſhee ſpies the earth (that lately lay 

Sok'd inthe impartiall deluge)1in her pride, 

Adornd withdainty hearbes on every ſide; 

W hen food 1s plenty, this ungratefull Dove 

Forgets her Noah, and his former love: 

Mindsnothing bur her ſelte, ſhee that before 

Did crouch unto thee Arke, returnes no more. 

T hon art that Noah Lord, and Chriſt the boate, 

eAffi1Gions are the waters that ave floate : 

Man u that wanaring Dove that often flies 

V ato hu Chrit for ſhelter, elſc he dyes, 

Howaptare we good God to uſe our wings, 

And flyeto thee when all theſe outward thinzs 

With floodsare drowned up, though we have bin 

So vile, how aptartthoutocatchus in 2 

O how our God when we have bin aſtray 

Puts forth hisarmes to meete us inthe way, 

Andtake us home ! weare no ſoonerin 

But by and by we flutter out agin - 

This time by chance like Noahs Dove we ſec, 

The vupper branches of ſome 0/:werree, 

I meane ſome petty ſhelter : ſtill we flye 

Vnto our God for aide orclſe we dye. 

How apt are we, when outward things forſake us, 

Tohaſteto God ? how apt's our God totake us? 
- F 
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The third time we arc 20 one,now flo oods are ebb l 
The Sun- confronting mountaines bravely walhr, 
ny s£ivep'acc, the loweſt vallics ſcene, 
-2a1l th cearth moſt {weetly deckt in greenc : 
Now we forget our God and poſt away, 
Andatier makean cvcrlaſting ſtay: 
Whew worldly wealth comes in, ll wecan ce 
 Fponthe creature: O how we deteſt 
Our former ef; re! if we find 4 Parke, 
Wenerereturnenuuto our wonted 1rke. 
» 
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A Meattation ona Shippe. 


- Arke howthe fluting wveſſe!lſhewes her priat 
4nd iscxtold with every /ofty tide ; 
But when it cvves, and all the floods retire 
_ See howrthe bragging barke is plu.24 in mire : 
Tuſt ſo good God, how aptare we to ſwim 
When meicies fill our banckes unto the brim 7 
When worldly wealth appearecs, and wecan {ce 
Such outward blcflings flow : then who but we ? 
But when it ebhves, and thoudoſt once unlinke 
1heſe mercies fromus : O how ſoone we ſinke ; 
 GoodGod let wot the great eftate poſſ [e 
 Mewith preſumption, nor deſpaire the leſſe: \ 
Let me not ſinke when ſuch an ebbe appeares, 
No, let me ſwims true repentant reares : 


A Meditation on a Windmill, 39 
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A Meditationon a Windmull, 


Bſerve it alwaies tis the makers skill 
{o place the windmill on the higheſt bill; 
It ſtands #nsfeful/till the potent windes 

Puffe up the loftyſaylesand then 7t grids - 

Tuſt thus ir is - the bypocrite's the null, 

His a&1ons ſales, ambition u the hill, 

The wind that drives him is a blaſt of fame, 

It blowne with this he runnes,if not hee's tame : 
He ſtirres not till a puffe of prarſe doth fill 
His ſailes: but then, © how he turnes the mill : 
Lord drive mewith thy Spirit,then tle be 

Thy windmill, audwill grind a grit for thee. 
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A Meditation on Organs. . 


Arke how the 0rgani# moſt ſweetely plaics 
His P/almes upon the tone-divided Kayes: 
Each toucha ſound, but ifthe hand don't come 
And ſtrike the kayes, how ſoon's the muſicke dumbe £2 
A mod'rate ſtroke doth well, but if too hard 
The Organ's broke, an1 all the raptures mard. 
T am that Organ Lord, and thou alone 
Canſt play, each prayer isa pleaſant tohe, 
Affiidionis the handthat ſtrikes the kayes : 
(O Lord from me the ſweeteſt mulicke raiſe ;} 
Itthou don't friteatall how can I ſpeake 
Thy worthy prayles, iftoo hardI breake : 
| Strike mildly Lord, ſtrike ſoft, and then 1le ſing, 


And charollont the glory of my Kings oY 
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A Meditation on an Apes love. 


A Meditation on an Apes love. 
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dV Hen once the fooliſh 4pe hath fild her neſt 
 Wruh litle brats,there'sone among the reſt, 
Shee moſt affects : to ſhelter this from harmes, 
Sheealwayes hugeecs it inher wanton armes. 

Vatll at length ſhee ſqueezeth out the breath, 

Ofthis her fondling, Loves the cauſe of death - 

The Worlds this wanton Ape, that ſtill delights 

In hugging ſome peculiar favourites, 

Oftholethat arethus dandled by this _4pe, 

There doth not one among a thouſand ſcape. 
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On contempt of the World, 


E -/ | Sk O Soule; ſoare lp, doe notturmoyle 
Bd Thy ſelfe by grabbling of a dunghill ſoyle :- 

— Tofleupthy wings, and make thy ſoaring plumes 
Outreach the loathſome ſtench and noyſ{ome fumes 
That fpring from ſordid earth :come, come, and ſee- 
Thy birth, and'/carne to know thy pedigree : 

What 2 waſt thou made of Clay © or doſt thou owe: 
Homage toearth ? ſay, is thy bliſſe below 2 
 Doſt know thy beauty ? doſt thou not excel! ? 
Canthe Creation yeeld a parallel? 
The world can't giveaglaſſeto repreſent Sj = | 


Thy ſhape, and ſhalla durty element 


Bewitch thee 2 thinke, is not thy birth moſt high ? 


Blowne fromthe mouth of 4//7he trinity, , 
CE on cee=- we — — Y _ T e 
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Thebreath of all. creatine Tove,the beſt 
Of all his workes, yea thee of all the reſt 
He choſe to be his P:#ure : where canl 
But inthy ſelfe ſee Immortality 
"Mong all his earthly-creatures © Thovart chiete 
Of all his workes : and ſhallthe word turne theete 
And ſteale away thy love? wert not forthee 
The heay'n aſpiring mountaine ſhould not bee, 
T he heavens ſhould have no gliſtring ſtarre,nolight, 
No $#nzetorule the day,no Mooze the night: 
The Globe had bin ('twas not the makers will 
To make it for itſelfe)a Chaos ſtill : 
Thouart 7oves prieſtly CA aron to preſent 
The creatures ſervice, while they give aſſent 
By ſerving thee, why then's the world thy reft ? 
* Tis but thy ſervants ſervant at the beſt - 
It givesattendance to refned mire, 
That 7eove hath wrapt.thee inasthy attire ; 
| For whats the body but a /ampe of clay 
Carv'd neatly out,in which the ſoule beares ſway ? 
Tis ſeryant to the ſoule : what limbe can ftirre, 
Nay darſt to quatch,if once ſhee make demurre ? 
See howthe captiv'd memberstrembling ſtand 
Wondrous ſubmiſhveto her dire command! . 
O how the legs doe runne with eager flight 
Toovertake the objed of delight! 
See how thearmes doe graſpe as if they d rent 
To hold the thing that gives the ſoule content. 
Why whatsthe body when the foule s away 27 
Nought but a ſtincking carkaſſe made of clay, 
What's heav'n without a God 2 or what'sthe skye 
It once bright Phe#bs cloſe his radiant eye 2 | 
| F 3 | The 
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* contempt of the World. 


The world was for our bodjes,they for none 
But for our ſe»/cs,our {oules for God alone ; 


"What madneſle then for men of (:icha birth 


Tonuzell alltheir dayes on dunghill earth, 
Still hunting atter with an eager ſent 

Anobjed which cannever give content ; 

For what contentment inthe world canlye, 
1hat's onely conſtant in inconſtancy ? 

It e-5es and;/flowes cach minulc : thou maiſt brag 


* This day of thouſands, and to morrow bcg : 


Thegreatelt wealth is ſubject for to reele, 
Theglobe is plac 'd on Fortunes tottering wheele : 
As when the gladding ſunne begins to ſhow 


And ſcatterall his golden beames below, 


A churlihcloud ſoone meetes him in the way, 
And fads the beauty of the ſmiling day + 


 Orasa /tately ſhip a while behaves 


Her ſelfe moſt bravely onthe ſlumbring waves, 
Andlikea Swazre failes nimbly in her pride 
The helpefull windes concording with the tide 


To mend her pace: but by and by, the wind 


The fretfull Seas,the heav'nsand all combin'd 
Againſt this bragging barke, O how they fling 
Hercorkey ſides to heaven,and then they bring 
Herbacke: ſhee that ere while did ſayleſo brave 


Cutting the loods,now'stolt with every wave : 
_ Tuſt ſo,the waving world gives joy and ſorrow, 


This day a Creſus,and a Job to morrow : 


How often have I ſecne the wiſer blefle 


 Himſelfe in wealth, and count it for no lefle 


Then his adored God: ſtraight comes a frowne 
Flying from unhappy fatc,and whirleth downe 
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Him,and his heapcs of gold,and all that prize 
Is loſt, which he but now did 140/;zze. 

But grant the world (as never *twill} to be 

A thing moſt ſure moſt tuil of conſtancy, 

W hat 1s thy wealth unicfle thy God doth bleſſe 
Thy ſtore, and turne it toa happineſſe ? 

W hat thoughthy Tavle be compleatly ſpread 
With farre-tetcht dainties,and the pureſt bread 
That fruitfull earth can yeeld 2 allthis may bee, 
If thouno ffomacke haſt, what's all to thee ? *' 
What though thy habitation ſhould excell 
Inbeauty,and were Eaexs parallel ? 
Thoubeing peſterd with ſome dire 4;ſeafe, 
How can thy ſtately dwelling give thee caſe ? 


Thy joyes will turne thy griete,thy freedomethrall, 


. 


Vnlefle thy God above doth ſweeten all : 

W hen thou (poore ſoule)lieſt ready to depart, 
And hear'ſtthy Conſcience inarling atthine heart, 
Though heapes of gqgld ſhould inthy coffers lye, 
Andall thy worthleſle friends ſtand whining by, 
'Tis none,'*tis none of theſe cangivethee health, 
Butthou muſt langviſh in the midſt of wealth. 
Then ceaſe thou mad manand purſue no more 
The world,and know ſhee's but a painted whore; 
Thoucatcheſt ſhadswes, labourſt in thy dreames, 
And thirſt's amongſt th' 7:aginary ftreames, 
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A Meditation on a meane. _ 
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A Megitation on a meane, 


F OrdinexceſſeT ſee there ofcen lics 

Great dangers,and in wants great miſeries: 
Send me a meare,doc thou my wayes preſerve, 
For I may ſarfet Lord,as well as ſtarve. 
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On Sathans tempting Eve. 


Rt thouturn'd Fencer $athap ? prethee ſay ? 

Surely thou art not active atthy play. 
Challenge a Womaz? fie thouartto blame, 
Suppo ethougetſt the day,thou getſt no fame. 
But prethee ſpeake, haſt any cauſe to prate ?; 


Thoubrns d her heele,whatthough 2 ſhee broke thy pate. 
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"F He Sparzcitſelfe drinkes watertill it ſwelllit, 
But never empties till ſome ſtrength expellic : 
Lora, of ourſelves we're apt to ſoake in ſinne, 

Zut thouart faine to ſquceze it ont 4gin, 
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0nCain and Abels offerings, 
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On Cain and Abels offerings, 


A *tavery Cain ? what doe thy thoughts repine* | 
Is 46els offring better tooke then thine, * 
Didſt not thou bring thy God a lovely prize 

And crowxe his Altar with aſacrifice, 

Artnotthou elder 2 did not thy offring too 

Come from thy God? what more could 4ve/! Coe ? 

tle tell thee Cain how Abel 20tthe ſtart, 

Hewith hg offring, offered np his heart. 
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Onan Apprentices Boxe, 


Tr Prentiſe afterall his yearely paines, 
__ + & Fillethhisfmallmouth'd box with Chriſt as gaines, 
Yet though he fill his box unto the brim 

Vnleſle hebreake it up, whats all to him 2 

A miſer's ſucha Boxe,thats nothing worth, 

Till death doth breake it up, then all'comes forth: 
Convert good God; ar ftrikewith ſome diſeaſe, 
 Breake np ſurh ſmall nionth'd boxes, Lord as theſe. 
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| 214 E for thy fruite thou gav'ſt too deare a price, 
What? for an Apple give a Paradiſe? 

It now a dayes of fruite ſuck;gaines were made 
 ACoftermonger were « devilliſh trade, 
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houſe having ill paſſage tot. 
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On faire houſe having ll paſſage to its 


Houſe to which the builders did impart 
. AT ane full perteftion of their curious art, 
Moſt bravely furniſhr, in whole roomes did1ye; 
Footeclothes of Velvet, and of tapeſtry z ( 
I wondred art (as whocould not but doe it ) 
_ Tofec ſorough ſo harda-paſlage toit - : 
So Lord know thy heaven's aglorious place, - | | 
 Wherein the beauty of thy gliſtring face 
_ Inlightensall: thou inthe wals doſt fixe, 
1he 1:{per and the pureſ? ſardonyx, : | 
Thy gatesare pear les, and every dore beſet 
_ With Saphzres, Emeralds, andthe Chryſolet * 
Each Subject wearesa crowne, the which he brings, 
And tings it downe to thee, the King of Kings, 
But why'sthe way ſo thorny? tisgreat pitty- 
The pailage is no wider to thy Citty, Frm: 
Poore, Daxielthrough his denand Shadrake's driven ' 
With his affociatesthrough the fireto Heaven, 
Butyet we can tcomplaine, we may. recall - 
Thetime to minde when there wasnone at all, 
 T*was Criſt that made this way,and ſhallwe be. 
Who arc his Servants,farre more nicethenhe 2 i 
Vo, He adventure too, nay, Ile get in, 
11; tracke my Captaine thorom thicke andthin.. 
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